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Thabit Ibn Sinan Ibn Thabit Ibn Kurra (vol. I. p. 289), one of the physicians who
attended him, relates as follows: " I went to see him when he was in that state,
" and he asked me news of his son Abu '1-Husain; I informed him that he was
" concealed in a place of safety, and these words gave him great comfort. He
" then began to lament and weep for the loss of his hand: 'I laboured/said he,
;t 'in the service of the khalifs and twice transcribed the Koran; yet they cut it off
" 'as if it had been the hand of a thief!' I endeavoured to console him, saying
" that it would be the last of his affliction sand that no other mutilation would befall
" him. To this he replied by the following verse:

" When a part of dice pcrisheth, weep for the loss of another part; for one part is near
" unto another.'*

He at length recovered, and sent from his prison a message to ar-Radi promising
(to procure for] him a large sum and requesting to be appointed vizir; he added that
the amputation of his hand could be no obstacle to his nomination. He had con-
trived, in fact, to write with a pen by fastening it to the stump of his arm. When
Begkem at-Turki (voL I. p. 431), who had been one of Ibn Raik's partisans,
approached Baghdad, Ibn Raik ordered the prisoner's tongue to be cut out. After a
protracted confinement, Ibn Mukla was attacked by diarrhea, and having no person
to attend him, he was forced to draw water from the well for his own use; this
he effected by seizing the rope alternately with his left hand and his teeth. He
composed some poems in which he described his miserable fate and deplored the
loss of his hand; in these pieces, one of which we here give, he complained of
the ingratitude which he had experienced in return for his fidelity:

(To act thus) I was not weary of existence, but I trusted to their good faith and lost my
right hand. To obtain worldly rank, I sold to them my spiritual welfare, and they deprived
me of one and of the other. I used all my efforts to preserve their lives, but mine they did not
preserve. After the loss of my right hand, there is no pleasure in life; my right hand is gone!
depart ihou also, 0 my soul!

The following lines are attributed to him,

I cringe not when pinched by misfortune, neither am I haughty when it spares me. I
am fire when b]own upon by the deep-drawn [sighs of envy ; I am a gentle stream with my
friends.